





FALL AND WINTER HATS. 


. . / 
NOTHING so seriously mars the personal appearance of the best-dressed gentleman as an unbecoming hat; we recommend, therefore, a visit to the/ 
sore of WHITE, the celebrated Hatter, under the Museum ; and an examination of the several styles he has introduced for the Fall and Winter sea- 
gn; which for Beauty of Fabric, Neatness, Taste and Becomingness, cannot be surpassed. 
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LOUIS M. GOTTSCHALK, 


Prince oF Prano-Forte. 








ARTEMUS WARD IS SERENADED. 


ANOTHER LETTER IN THIS NUMBER. 








THE SECOND NUMBER OF THE SEXTUPLE “VANITY FAIR” IS NOW OUT AND READY FOR DELIVERY. 











Entered Sccording to Act of Congress, in the year 1862, by Louis H. Sreraens, ia the Clerk’s office of the District Court of the U. 8. for the Southern District of New-York. 




















VANITY FAIR. 





GOTTSCHALK’S CONCERTS. | 
IRVING HALL. 


MR. GOTTSOHALK’S THREE LAST CON. | 
CERTS, previous to his departure for Bos- 
ton, will take place cn 

Saturday, October 4th, i 
Tuesday, October 7th. 
Thursday, October 9th. 


TICKETS UNE DOLLAR. 


No extra charge for reserved seats. | 
Ticker Orrices.—Beer Schirmer’s, ‘701 | 
Broadway ; Scharfenburgh & Luis, 760 
Broadway; Sibell & Salisbury’s, 7 Nassau 
Street, and Irving Hall. 





THIRTEEN MONTHS 
IN 
| 


THE REBEL ARMY. | 


| 
Being a Narrative 5f Personal Adventures 
in the Infantry, Ordnance, Cavalry, Cou- | 
rier and Hospital Services ; with an Exhi- | 
bition of the Power, Purposes, Earnest- | 
ness, Military Despotism and Demoraliza- | 
tion of the South. | 


By an Impressed New-Yorker. | 


PUBLISHED BY 


BARNES & BURR, 
51 and 53 John Street. 


8. 


A, 


Price, 


| 

The above book is one of intense interest, | 
containing truths of the deepest present | 
importance to our nation. 


BOOKS | B 


BOOKS ! | 
| 


BOOKS |! 


AT THE 


MERCANTILE LIBRARY, 
PLACE. 


ASTOR 


Fourteen hundred Volumes ofthe most | 
recent and interesting publications—Ameri- | 
can, English. French and German—have | 
been placed in the Library within the past | 
few months, to which additions are constant- | 


ly making. The 
READING Room (Ff 


is unsurpassed for the freshness and variety | 
ofits literature, and is free to all who sub- | 
scribe to the Library. 


TERMS. 


Merchants Clerks, $1 initiation fee and | 
$1.50 semi-annual dues. To Ladies, Mer- 
chants and others, Five Dollars a year. 
*,* The Rooms are open shen and evening, | 


SOLDIERS, ATTENTION! 
Pain, disease and exposure, with a hot 
climate, muddy water and bad diet, will be | 
unavoidable, but armed with HOLLO- 
WAY’S Purifying and Strengthening Pills | 
you can endure all these and still retain | 


good health. 
Only 25 cents per Bee. 20 | 


oe > “a 


PIANOS. — 
CHICKERING & SONS, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 

GRAND, SQUARE, and UPRIGHT PIANOS, 
Warerooms—6%4 Broadway. New-York. 

These pianos have always taken wie first 





Pp 
premiums over all competitors, wherever 
poe whenever they have been ex ated : 
and for poate playing they have been s 
lected by all the most eminent artists who 
have visited this country. 


For full pertioulare. with description, 
wie li list, list of medals and /,*satimsntels. 
CHICKERING & 

ic y York. 





J. H. JOHNSTON & CO., 


150 Bowery cor. Broome St, 


NEW-YORK 
SELL AT LOW PRICES 
FINE WATCHES, RICH JEWELRY, STER- 


LING SILVER, AND FINE PLATED 
WARE. 
«"« Wedding and Visiting Cards engraved. 


ALBUMS, HAIR-JEWELRY, ETC, 


| Gutta- Percha 


| ROOFING. 


| IT IS WATER-PROOF AND 


| And is twice as 


‘TERMS OF 


| One Copy, per mail, one year, 


BE Two Volumes and Copy of Paper for one 


IMPROVED 





GUTTA-PERCHA 
CEMENT, 


For preserving new 


VSHARRERGRIOS 
CENENL ROWS 


JOHNS & CROSLEY, 
SOLE MANUFACTURERS, 
78 WILLIAM ST., 

(cOR. LIBERTY S8T.), 


NEW YORK. 


THE 
CHEAPEST and 
most DURABLE 
ROOFING in use. 
Fixe and Water 
Proor.” A 
to New a 
Roofs of all kinds. 
and sent to all 
parts of the coun- 
try with full di- 
rections for use. 
Send fora Circular} 

i 


CEMENT 





of every descrip- 
tion: will not 
crack in cold or run 
in warm weather. 


Agents Wanted. 
durable. TERMS CASH. 
OURS & CROSLEY’S AMERICAN CEMENT GLUE, 
FOR CEMENTING WOOD, LEATHER, GLASS, IVORY, CHINA, MAR- 


| BLE. PORCELAIN, ALABASTER, BONE, CORAL, ete., "ete. ., the only article of the kind ever pro- 
duced Which will withstand water. Liberal Terms to Wholesale Dealers "25 Cent 
- ents. 


Price, 
JOHNS & “CROSLEY, Sole Manufacturers, 
Wholesale Warehouse, 87 William st., cor. Liberty, 


COSTS ONLY ABOUT 
ONE THIRD AS 
MUCH’ AS 
TIN, 











VAWITY PAUA. 


‘COMMENCEMENT OF THE-SIXTH VOLUME. 


— 


The First Number of the Sixth Volume of VANITY FAIR was issued 
July 5th, and with it we decided upon the discontinuance of all 
Premiums, preferring to give our Subscribers the advan- 
tage of the difference we have consequently 
made in our rates. 


SUBSCRIPTION. 
PAYABLE INVARIABLY I8 ADVANCE. 


Five Copies to Club, one year, (and one to Agent,) - 
City Subscribers, by Carrier, one year, 
Single Copies, 


Subscribers in Canada and British Provinces must remit fifty centg extra to cover postage. 
WOowwTwib YOmMsaie=- 
| Single Volume, post-paid, - - Va = 
oar, (books prepaid only,) 
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Three 
Four 
Five 
Three 
Four 
Five 

Remittances must be made 


“s “ “ 


“ 
to Californ ia, 


“ 


“ 


“ se & 
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“ 


6 
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in United States Notes Gold, New-York or Eastern Currency, 


| or other Currency at New-York par. 


In submitting this low rate of terms to the public, the publisher trusts he will be liberally, respond- 
ed to throughout the country, by all of those who feel aminterest and pride in sustaining this 


Mational Fiumorous Paper. 


WHICH Is NOW PRONOUNCED BY THE MOST COMPETENT JUDGES, TO BE 


WITHOUT A RIVAL. 


ARTEMUS WARD, 
MAC ARONE, 
ETHAN SPIKE 


And the wate list of Jeerene and PHILOSOPHERS who have made their mark in VANITY FAIR 
as GENIA ERICAN HUMORISTS, will still continue with us, having been specially engaged for 

this paper. while its ~ tn, i be graced as heretofore with original eugravings by our UNAP- 
PROAG PG ABLE “ARTIST Ss. 

Nothing borrowed, stolen or copied, ever appears in VANITY FAIR, but the entire contents of 
every ee are ORIG GINAL, being prepared for it only. 

Now is the time to subscribe at the commencement of The New Volume, 

Seal ali letters securely, and address plainly to 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Proprietors, 
No, 116 Nassau Street, New-York. 
NOTICE,— Postmasters and others will oblige us by acting as Agents. A 
Ly widl be sent free on application, Any Agent sending Club of Five may retain 
Sli he prefer to do 80, instead of r Copy of Paper. We should like to have 


SPECIAL 





Watches and Jewelry repaired. 





i 


an agent in every Town and Village throughout the Country. Send. for Specimen Copy. 





a 
AMUSEMENT; 
SS 

NIBLO’S GARDEN 


Lessee and Manager, 


Triumphant Commencemept 
the Fall and Winter d 
Season. 


EDWIN FORRE) 


IN HIS GREAT CHARACTERs, 


Monday, Wednesday, Thu. 
day and Friday, 
My. Elackett, 


the SHAKESPERIAN COMED 
_ Tuesday & Saturday, 


N. IXON’S 
CREMORNE GARDE 
Monday Evening, Octy. 

ber 6th. 


Benefit and last appearance of the rn. 
nowned Spanish Danscu 


ISABEL CUBAS, 


On which occasion she will repeat Oy 
particular request) her great Pantomir: 
role of 


THE FRENCH SP¥, 


Sustainining Three Characters, 


Mathilde de Meric, +++ ISABEL CUBA 
Henri St. Alme,. - ISABEL CUB 
.- ISABEL CUBA 


Supported by a Dramatic Company. 


CUBAS willalso execute her wild, exciting 
dance, ELOIE! EL OIE! assisted by Com 
de Ballet. 

Senorita Cubas has already attained grat 
popularity by her wonderful Pantomink 
Performances, being pronounced by thea 
tire Press to be the only successful rivld 
Madame Celeste and Mrs. Barrymore, 

This evening has been-Set apart by Mae 
ger Nixon as a compliment to xenon 
Cubas, being most positively her Lasts 
PEARANCE in this city. 

The evening’s performance to commem 
with the laughable Chinese Pantomime of 


KIM KA. 


ano. 


Sextuple Ecitin 


VANITY FAR. 


SIX NUMBERS of the WEEKLY HAND 
SOMELY BOUND in a SUPERBLY 


ILLUMINATED COVE 


The secord number of this 


SUCCESSFU.: 


MAGAZINE 


is now ready for delivery. 


Orders for Number One si 
can be filled. 


PRICE, TWENTY-FIVE CESS 
RETAIL 


For special terms for quantity to tlt 
address 
LOUIS H. STEPHENS, 
Publisher for Propriets™ 
116 Nassau street, New-York 


et 


HASHEESH | CANDY. 

A most wonderful Medicinal Agent forte 
cure of Nervousness, Weakness. 
ly, Confusion of thoughts, etc. A 
ble and harmless stimulant. Under its 
fluence all classes seem to gather new ini 
ration and energy. 

Price, 25c. and $i per box, Beware of 
tations. Imported only by the Guojab 
lah Company, 476 Broadway- 

On sale by druggists generally. 








Published for the Propri-ters, by Louis H. SrsPHmns at 116 Nassau Street, N.Y. 
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FROM A. WARD. 


TreaTING oF THE NostE Rep Man—Domestic Arrarrs—A Serx- 
NADE, ETC, 


THE red man of the forest was form’ly a very respectful person. 
Justice to the noble aboorygine warrants me in sayin’ that origger- 
nerly he was a majestic cuss. 

At the time Curis. arrove on these shores, (I allood to Carts. Co- 
LUMBUS,) the savajis was virtoous and happy. They were innocent 
of secession, rum, draw-poker, and sinfulness gin’rally. They didn’t 
discuss the slavery question as a custom. They had no Congress, 
faro banks, delirium tremens, or Associated Press. Their habits was 
consequently good. Late suppers, dyspepsy, gas companies, thieves, 
ward politicians, pretty waiter-girls, and other metropolitan refine- 
ments were unknown among them. No savage in good standing 
would take postage-stamps. You couldn’t have bo’t a coon skin 
with a barrel of ’em. The female Aboorygine never died of con- 
sumption, because she didn’t tie her waist up in whalebone things; 
but in loose and flowin’ garmints she bounded, with naked feet, over 
the hills and plains like the wild and frisky antelope. It was a on- 
lucky moment for us when Curis. sot his foot onto these ’ere shores. 
It would have been better for us of the present day if the injins had 
given him a warm meal and sent him home ore the ragin billers. 
For the savages owned the country, and CoLumBus was a fillibuster. 
CorTEZ, PIZARRO, and WALKER were one-horse filliousters—CoLuM- 
BUS was a four-horse team fillibuster, and a large yaller dog under 
the waggin. I say, in view of the mess we are makin’ of things, it 
would have been better for us if CoLumBuS had staid to home. It 
would have been better for the show bisniss. The circulation of 
Vanity Fair would be larger, and the proprietors would all have 
boozum pins! Yes, sir—and perhaps a ten-pin alley. 

By which I don’t wish to be understood as intimatin’ that the scalp- 
in’ wretches who are in the injin bisniss at the present day are of any 
account, or calculated to make home happy, specially the Sioxes of 
Minnesoty, who desarve. to be murdered in the first degree, and if 
Pore will only stay in St. Paul and not go near ’em himself, I reckon 
they will be. 





Things in our town is workin’. The canal boat “ Lucy Ann” call- 
ed in here the other day and reported all quiet on the Wabash. The 
“Luey Ann” has adopted a new style of Binnakle light, in the shape 
of a red-headed gal who sits up over the compass. It works well. 

The artist I spoke about in my larst has returned to Philadelpby. 
Before he left I took his lily-white hand in mine. I suggested to 


him that if he could induce the citizens of Philadelphy to believe it, 


would be a good idea to have white winder-shutters on their houses 
and white door-stones, he might make a fortin. “It’s a novelty,” I 
added, ‘‘and may startle ’em at fust, but they may conclood to 
adopt it.” 

As several of our public men are constantly being surprised with 
serenades, I concluded I’d be surprised in the same way, so I made 
arrangements accordin’. I asked the Brass Band how much they’d 
take to take me entirely by surprise with a serenade. They said 
they’d overwhelm me with a unexpected honor for seven dollars, 
which I excepted. 

I wrote out my impromtoo speech severil days beforehand, bein’ 
very careful to expunge all ingramatticisms and payin’ particler at- 
tention to the punkiooation. It was, if I may say it without egitism, 
a manly effort, but alars! I never delivered it, as the sekel will show 
you. I paced up and down the kitcin speakin’ my piece over so as 
to be entirely perfeck. My bloomin’ young daughter, Saran ANN, 
bothered me summut by singin’, “‘ Why do summer roses fade ?” 

“Because,” said I, arter hearin’ her sing it about fourteen times, 
“because it’s their biz! Let ’em fade.” 

“Betsy,” said I, pausin’ in the middle of the room and letting my 
eagle eye wander from the manuscrip; ‘‘ Bersy, on the night of this 
here serenade I desires you to appear at the winder dressed in white, 
and wave a lily-white hankercher. D’ye hear?” 

“If I appear,” said that remarkable female, “I shall wave a lily- 
White bucket of bilin’ hot water, and somebody will be scalded. 
One bald-heded old fool will get his share.” 

She refer’d to her husband. No doubt about it in my mind. But 

fear she might exasperate me I said nothin’. 

The expected night cum. At 9 o’clock precisely there was sounds 
of footsteps in the yard, and the Band struck up a lively air, which 
When they did finish it, there was cries of ‘Ward! Warp!” I stept 
out onto the portico. A brief glance showed me that the assemblage 
Was summut mixed. There was a.great many ragged boys, and 

Te was quite a number of grown-up persons evigently under the 

uence of the intoxicatin’ bole. The Band was also drunk. Dr. 

WAZEY, who was holdin’ up a post, seemed to be partic’ly drunk 














—so much so that it had got into his spectacles, which were stag- 
gerin’ wildly over his nose. But I was in for it, and I commenced 
thus : 








“Feller Citizens: For this onexpected honor 

Leader of the Band.—Will you give us our 
till you git through? 

To this painful and disgustin’ interruption I paid no attention. 


money now, or wait 


“ 





for this onexpected honor, I thank you.” 

Leader of the Band.—But you said you'd give us seven dollars if 
we'd play two choons. 

Again I didn’t notice him, but resumed as follows: ‘I say I thank 
you warmly. When I look at this crowd of true Americans, my 
heart swells gi 

Dr. Schwazey.—So do I! 

A voice.—We all do! 

“—_- my heart swells 

A voice.—Three cheers for the swells 








“We live,” said I, ‘‘ in troublous times, but I hope we shall again 
resume our former proud position, and go on in our glorious career |! 
Dr. Schwazey.—I'm willin’ for one to go on ina glorious career. 


Will you join me, fellow citizens, in a glorious career? What wages 
does a man git for a glorious career, when he finds himself? 

“Dr. Scuwazey,” said I sternly, “you are drunk. You're dis- 
turbin’ the meetin’.” 

Dr. S.-—Have you a banquet spread in the house? I should like 
a rhynossyross on the half shell, or a hippopotamus on toast, or a 
horse and wagon roasted whole. Anything that’s handy. Don’t put 
yourself out on my account. ; : 

At this pint the Band begun to make hidyous noises with their 
brass horns, and a exceedingly ragged boy wanted to know if there 
wasn’t to be some wittles afore the concern broke up? I didn’t ex- 
actly know what to do, and was just on the pint of doin’ it, when a 
upper winder suddenly opened and a stream of hot water was bro’t 
to bear on the disorderly crowd, who took the hint and retired at once. 

When I am taken by surprise with another serenade, I shall, among 






other arrangements, have a respectful company on hand. So no 
more from me to-day. When this you see, remember me. 


Woe and Weal. 
THE cow lamenting for her calf just carted away by the butcher. 
ae ee 
Sharp. 

Hearing something said, t’other day, about a “ mosquito fleet,” 
our YouncEsT Jester remarked that “he supposed the grappling- 
: a : ? 
irons aboard that fleet, were called the galley-nippers. 

Our Y. J. is coming on, 
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TRAIN. 
I. 
O Train! O Train! 
We didn’t complain,’ 
When, over the main, 
You blew so ; 
But Train, O Train! 
Don’t do it again, 
For you put us in pain— 
You do so! 
a. 
It was very well 
For a little “ spell,” 
That you should swell 
In London; 
But O dear! O dear! 
Don’t do it here, 
Or it’s very clear 
We're undone ! 
1. 
We have had enough 
Of that sort of stuff ; 
And, not to be rough, 
We hint it, 
You'd better not 
Talk any more rot; 
And what you've got— 
Don’t print it. 
IV. 
For though your roar 
On Britain’s shore, 
When heard from o’er 
The Atlantic, 
Made lots of fun, 
Yet now we've done 
With your pop-gun 
And antie. 
¥. 
So don’t suppose 
We're led by the nose 
By a Train of shows 
And bluster ; 
Or that vain pretence 
Of eloquence 
Can, with men of sense, 
Pass muster. 
VI. 
Of gab too much 
You have, and such 
As you don’t touch 
The laurel. 
We want men who 
Can dare and do, 
To help us through 
Our quarrel. 
vil. 
Nor do we choose 
Respect to lose, 
That your crude views 
Be bruited, 
No! much we grudge 
Wise men should judge 
We with your fudge 
Are suited, 
ViIt. 
Should we in fight 
Old England smite, 
‘T would be for Right, 
Not slaughter! 
So just abate 
Your Billingsgate, 
And try a state 
Of water. 


Ix. 


O Train! O Train! 
Avoid champagne, 











TE 


And do refrain 
From stale ways. 
Of them we're sick. 
Be politic, 
And henceforth stick 
To railways! 
a 
OUR WAR CORRESPONDENCE, 
LETTER FROM MCARONE. 
ON THE Potomac, September 30th. 

DEAR VANITY: Once more all is quiet along the lines, . . . 

I have retaken Harper’s Ferry, and vicinity. The Rebels have 
blown up Harper’s Magazine, situated there. 

The dead and wounded have all been buried, and excellent health 
prevails in my army. The Proclamation fever has not broken out 
yet in this region, but it seems to rage in Washington. . . . 

I can explain a little matter, enire nous, that has puzzled a good 
many people lately. 

There is man in your town, may be you’ve heard of him—a man 
who calls himself Horace GreEtey. He wrote a great many arti- 
cles for some paper or another, informing President LIncoLn what he 
ought to do, and how the War ought to be carried on. 

Naturally enough, LincoLy, being an exceedingly sensible man, 
took no notice of all this advice... . 

I notice, my dear Vanity, that the Fools may be divided into two 
classes: those who give good counsel, and those who take it. ... 

But this GREELEY was incorrigible. He kept on with his twaddle, 
ad nauseam, and lately, one way or another, contrived to get an au- 
dience with LINCOLN, whose good nature is sometimes a little too 
much for his comfort. 

The newspaper-man had a huge bundle with him, done up ina 
yellow handkerchief with red spots. 

“ What’s this?” says LINcoLy. 

‘* My editorials,” says GREELEY; ‘I’m going to read ’em to you.” 

** Don’t,” says LINCOLN. 

“But you promised to hear what I had to say,” says GREELEY, 
“and I can’t say it in any shorter way. To begin, here’s an article 
entitled ‘Onward to Richmond.’ Sit down, now, and listen.” 

**Good heavens!” cries LINCOLN, “ must it come to this? Is there 
no escape ? 

“‘Nary escape,” retorts GREELEY, “‘ unless you agree to follow my 
advice now !” 

“ But consider!’ says LincoLn; “do you want to torture ma to 
death in cold blood? Have you no humanity? Think of my inter 
esting family—spare me... .” 

“Hah!” yells the demoniac GreEtey ; “you promised to listen, 
and listen you shall! Now then, ‘Onward to Richmond.’ .. .” 

“ No—no—stay ; what can I do for you?” gasps LINcouN in pite- 
ous tones of agony—‘‘I’!l make you brigadier-general—I’ll give Jouy 
CuaRLEs another command—I'll make you Secretary of War (the 
change can’t be for the worse)—I’'ll do anything. What ho! Guards, 
there, without!” 

“Hm—it’s no use,” says GREELEY, triumphantly; “your guards 
can’t hear you. I gave them each a Zribune Almanac, and they’re 
all fast asleep by this time.” 

“Then, name your terms. Listen, I cannot. Submit, I must. I 
am ready.” 

GrReEeELEy’s eyes sparkled. 

« Will you—will you issue an Emancipation Proclamation, for the 
Amelioration of the station of the Nigger nation in all creation?” 

‘‘-Yes, by darnation !” cries the worthy but suffering ABRAHAM. 

“Then goit. I withdraw my kind offer to let you peruse these 
sportive efforts of my facile and genial pen; I take myself and my 
bundle away; but, mark me! If the proclamation appears not with- 
in one week, I shall return and read you an entire file of the Tribune 
for one year!” 

A cold sweat broke forth from Linconzy’s lily-white brow, and he 
turned as pale as Death without his white horse. 

It is terrible to see the strong man thus shaken. 

“T promise,” he murmured faintly, and fell in a swoon. 

On recovering he found a proclamation, neatly engrossed, and 
wanting only his signature, on the table before him. ; 

GREELEY was gone. A sulphureous atmosphere pervaded the apart: 
ment. 

The President wrote his name with tremulous fingers. . . . 

This little story accounts for the coke in the milkonut. ° 

Since then the President rides from Soldier's Home to Washington 
and back escorted by a detachment of cavalry. He is a changed 
man... . 

But he doesn’t think a good deal of the Proclamation. . . - 

It is the same with others. 

Tout a toi, McARONE. 
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OUR THOROUGHFARES. 


If you can call it a thoroughfare where you have to fight your way between horses getting out- 
side their oats on one side, and dry-goods men getting their boxes inside on the other. : 


=) A 
Another Negro in Defence. 


WHILE the Abolitionists at home, here, are 
ibilant over the emancipation of their ida)- 
ized Ithiop, they seem to forget that Mon- 
tenegro is having a bad time of it with the 
Ps 


kes 
LUKE. 


<> 


Doing it Comfortably. 
| Ir the Confederates are still bent upon 
“dying in the last ditch,” it seems that they 
are making arrangements for a comfortable 
.|end there; at least the late war items inform 
| us that, after the battle of Antietam, the road 
sides were “ lined with blankets thrown away 

by the rebels.” 
Se 


A Horrible Suggestion. 

Tue Daily Times asserts that the “ women 
|} aud children who spread themselves in mak- 
\Ling lint” are throwing away their labor, as 

tons of the article are alréddy on hand. 
i¢What does the Times mean by people 
‘‘spreading themselves” on lint? If the 
qiéstion happened to be one of diachylon 
| plaster, now, one might see the drift of the 
expression. 
= ———$—_—____ 
Cosmos: 
s I scanned “The World” by my flickering 
tay 
Last night, it seemed but a World of paper. 
Morning dawned, and the journal brood 
Cackled: ‘‘The World is a World of Woop.” 
But there came at eve a little bird’s warble, 
And it whispered: ‘‘The World’s a World of 
MARBLE.’ 


Figures that will Lie. 


900,000 











BACK AGAIN. 
FroM all the Fonts, salt, bitter, sweet— 


Fashion’s Bethesdas, Wealth’s and Pride’s— 


Where, in ‘‘ the season,” the élite 
Baptize—in Health’s name—their insides ; 
From Newport, Rockaway, Cape May, 
Where, lively as the tutored fleas, 
Matrons and maids at leap-frog play 
In summer, with gymnastic seas ; 
From where, in foam, Niagara’s floods 
Explode with earth-convulsing throes, 
To gratify the belles and bloods 
Who gape at the sublime Cohoés; 
From mountains White and mountains Green, 
From lakes by wood-crowned hills clipt in, 
From every kind of rural scene, 
“ Done” by the folks of Ton and Tin, 
Throngs back our human China-ware, 
Our locomotive porcelain, 
And Fourteenth street is debonair, 
Fifth Avenue itself again ! 


On Broadway, “ forms of choicest mould” 
Once more are moving to and fro, 
And—see the Testament, the Old— 
Forever “ mincing as they go.’’* 
The clergy that*in summer's heat 
TO the “‘ first temples” fled, to cool, 
Again the pulpit cushions beat, 
Again rich sinners mildly school. 
Theatred@*atid conicert-halls are jammed, 
The: Patk’s alive-with pricing steeds; 
The miftinery storesare crammed, 





* Tsalah, chap. 3, verse 16. 


The rich give ostentatious feeds, 
The Falls, the Spas, the Lakes, the Sea, 
Have had their day—their halls are bare— 
And robed for conquest, Vanity 
Proclaims anew her Urban Fair. 


—_ 
THE ALTOONA CONVENTION. 


Ir is not of the slightest consequence what the Governors said 
or did at Altoona. A Governor is often mortal. Occasionally he is 
an ass. And whatever he may say or do outside the confines of his 
own State cannot particularly affect the nation at large. That Gov- 
ernor ANDREW, of Massachusetts, should defame GzorGe B. McCLEL- 
LAN at Altoona is not surprising. He had defamed him'elsewhere— 
it is a weakness he has, and why shouldn’t he indulge it on that 
lonely mountain-top? That Governor SpraGué, who, although a 
little horse, is a good one to go, and has served his country well— 
that he should join in the dirt-throwing is surprising, although, after 
all, it isn’t of much consequence. But, since it is incontestably shown 
that McCLELLAN was maligned in that meeting, or convention, or 
concern, or whatever it was, why should Governor Berry, of New- 
Hampshire, or somewhere, deliver himself of a card, saying, ‘‘ Every- 
thing was lovely”? Brrry’s card is one of the shakiést epistolary 
efforts of the day. He doesn’t deny that McCLELLAN was abused in 
that insignificant meeting, but in a loose, general way say8 there 
was great unanimity of sentiment. We suppose BERRY is a ram- 
paging abolitionist, which would naturally make him a Black Berry, 
and his shambling, half-lying card proves him to be likewise a Goose 
Berry. The people of the State of which he happens to be Govern- 
or better not let him go away from home alone again. 


a 
Wine In—Wit Out. 


Q. WHEN is a ship like a fraudulent vintner? 
A. When she makes Port with logwood 
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A TREAT FOR SAILORS, ONLY. 


Angelina.—‘‘ 0 GrorcE! AREN’T THESE LONG ROLLS OF THE SEA DELICIOUS ?” 
(George, who is a bad sailor, feels as if the “rolls” are going to disagree with him.) 





“In the Name of the Prophet, Figs!” 


WE see by the shipping lists that the Huropa brought out, on her 


last trip, 275 cases of new Smyrna figs. 


It will be interesting to our readers to know that these fine fruits 
are consigned to the Senior Editor of the Zribune, and that they 
num ber, in the aggregate, exactly 900,000—that is, a Fig for each of 


his Fighting men. 


—— 
ROPE ENOUGH. 


* Ab ha!” laughs Davis; “ you think to cope 
With my C.8. A.? I have plenty of soap, 
And plenty of men. "‘Twere strange indeed, 
If I should not prosper! In sorest need 
[ can still keep up my End of the Rope !” 


Alas! poor Jerr,! with Pluto he'll sup, 

Like every other Rebellious pup 

Who thinks to prosper. "Twere strange indeed, 
If he finds not out, in his sorest need, 

‘Tis the End of the Rope that will keep him up! 


: eee Ls it Me ae 
A HIT. 


“Wnar sort of pain is produced by a Minié ball, I wonder?’ ask- 
ed the Divinity-student, looking up from an account of the battle 
of Antietam. 

“Well, if fired by one of Brrpan’s riflemen,” replied X., “I 
should say it would produce a sort of Sharp Shooting pain !” 


———$_$<—>-—— 


MYTHOLOGICAL MUSINGS. 


“ AmonG the Pines” mentioned by the heathen mythologists, it 
is somewhat coincidental that Prosgr-prnz held a conspicuous po- 
sition, 

When the many-headed Hydra first made its appearance on the 
shores of Lake Lerna, the inhabitants of the district fled away in 
great terror. This, we believe, isthe first case of Hydra Phobia on 
record, 





THE TRIALS OF 4H.) 


BANKRUPTCIES, failures, and insecurity of securities in general are 
largely mentioned in the late English gazettes. Among the deeply 
distressed denizens of London, we are sorry to notice the name of 
poor H, a good sort of easy-going fellow well known in this country. 
H is very badly treated by Londoners and others who ought to know 
better. They expect too much of H over there. Now he is en- 
ployed, by contract, to convert an arbor into a harbor; anon the re- 
lentless Cockney insists upon his transmuting air into hair; while 
another—a worse, and still more relentless inhabitant of Cockaigne— 
despises him altogether, and thinks he ought to ’ave ’is ’air and wisk- 
ers cut off. There is no end to the indignities to which old H is sub- 
jected by Joun BuLL, when that obese person goes off into his male- 
turkey paroxysms of rage about Hamerican folks. If H happens to 
be in the way, then, he is knocked down with a fiendish grunt and 
a “blast yer, would yer?” If he doesn’t happen to be on hand—as 
is likely, for J. B. knocks him off hand, and makes ’and of it—then 
he is lugged in by the hair and compelled to do some duty entirely 
foreign to his tastes and habits. Nor is it in London alone that H is 
subject to the caprice of his employers. Pastoral Joun BULL, for iu- 
stance, converts arrows into harrows with his assistance; a fact 
which makes us feel desolate because we cannot employ him to 
change our swords into ploughshares, so that we might go back to 
quiet life again. Could H effect this great good for us, thrice wel- 
come would he be to these shores. As it is, he had better settle 
down among us, and leave grunty old JoHN BULL to send his ‘owls 
up to eaven without him. There are no vowels of compassion for 
poor old H. in England. 
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Greeley, (to Governor Andrew.)—“I say, GovERNOR, YOU HAVEN’! 


9 


YOU 


NDRED THOUSAND FIGHTING MEN ABOUT YOU—HAVE 


Jeremy Diddler 


Nive Hu 























NEA SSE. 


A Question of Age. 


TaEY say that too many Minors are enlist- 
led in our army, but, for our part, we think 
that the Minors do a great deal better than 
| . 
|some of the Majors. 
| 


oe 


Bad Trade. 


F. M. Reynowps, of Providence, who went 
| Southwest to purchase cotton, has been cap- 
itured by Rebels; and it is believed would 
|now be glad to compromise for a single Bail. 


<> 


High Art. 


A oriti¢ in the Zribune says: “There has 
{been much mourning over the American des- 
titution of High Art.” We are rather in- 
clined to think that there would be» much 
|more mourning—particularly among landla- 
|dies and washerwomen—if all the young fel- 
lows in the studios should betake themslves 
|to the production of Ten-Acre Pictures. It’s 
jall very well to go up a ladder to color a ce- 
|lestial angel, but it isn’t a bit pleasant to find 
la constable, not in the least angelic, ready at 

=|the foot to collar you. Better employ your 
|pigments upon pigmies that pay, than to 
idraw Gen. WASHINGTON twelve feet high, and 
then be compelled to change him into a Moses 
upon Mount Sinai, that you may sell him to 
| the Jews. 


<> 


Personal. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Mr. ALBERT SKrMPINsS, of New-England, is 
im our city. Mr. Skrprns is on his way to 
| Washington. His friends, we understand, are 

ljurging the President to appoint him to a sur- 

INFLUENCE OF SHAKESPEARE ON THE FRENCH MIND. |geon’s position in the army. Possessed of a 

lfine constitution, and formerly a successful 

Stout Frenchman, (reading announcement of Mr. Hackett as Falstaff.)—“ Parsiev! vE VIL. house-carpenter, we can think of no one more 
GO AND SEE ZZ FAT MAN TO-NIGHT--I HAVE ONE GOOD CRY, ALWAYS, AT ZE FAT MAN !” (qualified for the position than Mr. Skumprss, 


BY MERRY ANDREW OF MASSACHUSETTS. 


McCLELLAN still rides up and down 
Potomac’s banks, despite my frown, 
Leading our army by the nose, 
Triumphant o’er his party foes. 

Woe is me, Altoona! 


Letters from headquarters tell 
How, with hurricanes of shell, 
He the rebels overthrew, 
Knocking abolition, too. 

Woe is me, Altoona! 


Though I’ve labored sans remorse 
To upset him on the course, 
Still, as Luck and he were twins— 
Stands he firmly on his pins. 

Woe is me, Altoona! 


Naught’s by the convention gained, 
Vainly I Fremont sustained, 
Vainly SPRAGUE with me took ground, 
T’other Governors warn’t sound. 

Woe is me, Altoona! 


Rare FREMONT, my god of war, 

Anti-slavery’s shining star; 

Tn a coach and four, the plain 

You will never scour again. 
Woe is me, Altoona! 


Is your country not. aware 
That when wanted you are “there” ? 


A VERY MOURNFUL BALLAD ON THE LATE CONVENTION AT ALTOONA. 





Will the time ne’er come when you, 
Cabinets, not duns, shall sue ? 
Woe is me, Altoona! 


Loudly, -when I had the floor, 
Did I tell your merits o’er ; 
What's the use?—they wouldn’t sing 
To my tune—that gathering. 
Woe is me, Altoona! 


Pathfinder, ‘twas all “ no go,” 

Vainly did I “ puff” and “ blow ;” 

CurtTIN, BRADFORD, Top cried, “ Hold!” 

All the rest, save SPRAGUE, were cold. 
Woe is me, Altoona! 


Top, Ohio’s proxy he, 

(Would he were in Owhyhee,) 

Swore that Mac, the iron-nerved, 

Of his country well deserved. 
Woe is me, Altoona ! 


All is lost! Groan, BEECHER, groan; 
Lioyp and WENDELL, make you moan ; 
FREMONT? lies upon his back, 
Cry, for him, the Coronach ! 

Woe is me, Altoona. 


Bind to each left arm the crape, 
Brethren in this mournful scrape ; 
And by each be sung or said, 
As defeat’s hot tears we shed, 
Woe is me, Altoona! 
ee oe 
Stonewall Jackson’s Order to his Pickets. 
Wartcs and prey. 
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_TOWN SHOWS. 


EEING young Boors the other 

night in Hamlet, Mr. Printer, 1, 

could not help observing, as I 

have so often done in the case of 

Mr. Forrest, that his fine quali- 

ties as an artist were shown not 

so much in those portions of the 
play which make it a tragedy and 
thus place it out of the pale of 
our common sympathies, as in 
those of a more tender and pa- 
thetic character which come home 
to us all as a picture of our every- 
day experience. The house was 
moved by these last even to tears. 

They were given with a simplici- 
‘— ty and a fidelity to nature which 

» could hardly have been exceeded. 

They did not, indeed, provoke 

noisy applause, or any of those 

stormy demonstrations which 

= come, like the thunder to which 
- they are so fitly compared, from 
= a foul state of the atmosphere; 
but they moved every heart to 

its depths, and were rewarded by 
that eloquent and significant 
silence which, everywhere ex- 
cept in a theatre, is recognized as 

‘the speech of the gods.” 

I despair of living to see the 
day when such sweet approof 
will be coveted, either on the 

stage or in any other sphere of public life. Our players, our preachers, our politicians—and even 
our law-givers and statesmen—seem to relish only those boisterous manifestations of delight (if 
it be delight) which are peculiar to the lowest order of mind, and are spontaneous only when the 
lowest order of mind is appealed to. 

I wonder, so far as our players are concerned, why they have not all learned that in order to 
“bring down the house,” as the too expressive phrase goes, it is necessary, in tragedy, only to 
rant, roar, shriek, howl, gasp; writhe, etc., sufficiently ; while in comedy the end is easily attain- 
ed by vulgar grimaces, rude familiarities with the audience, and vile contortions (not to say 
exposures) of the person. 

Hence it is that on the stage our comedies so often degenerate into farces—our farces into 
burlesques—our burlesques into buffooneries—and, worst of all and most to be deplored, our 
tragedies into grotesque exhibitions of brute force. 

T may be mistaken in attributing this degeneration to a morbid craving after immediate and 
noisy applause; but, however this may be, I do not see how the fact itself can be disputed, nor 
why some steps are not taken toward having it remedied. 

The remark that I made at the outset about Mr. Boors and Mr. Forrest applies with more or 
less force to every tragic actor and actress of eminence that I have seen. They all excel chiefly 
in those domestic or colloquial scenes which belong, strictly speaking, not so much to tragedy as 
to comedy. Here they are almost perfect, for here their profound acquaintance with human 
nature, and their familiarity with all the graces and accomplishments of the stage, come into full 
play. But the moment they attempt purely tragic seenes—those where they are supposed to be 
depicting the higher or sterner passions of the soul—they get far out of their depth, and, depart- 
ing entirely from all natural modes of speech and action, resort to certain vocal and other extra- 
vagances which are so cheap and commonplace as to be easily and effectively imitated by the very 
boys in the street. 

I believe, therefore, that in comedy—not farce, Mr. Printer, nor burlesque, nor anything in 
that line—but in legitimate comedy—the true comédie humaine—the comedy that aims to depict 
life as it is in all its most delicate shades and developments—Mr. Forrest, Mr. Boors, Mr. 
Macreapy, (and, I might add, most of the other tragedians,) would be far more in their ele- 
ment than in tragedy. Before they can excel in the latter, they have to learn that violence is 
not power—that rant is not eloguence—that gasping and writhing and wailing and gnashing of 
teeth, (however effective with an audience,) are not the signs of the deepest emotion—in a word, 
that the mighty nature of man, when moved by great or terrible passions, exhibits itself in forms 
far too grand, far too sublime, to be expressed either by pulmonary tricks, muscular eccentricities, 
facial contortions, or any of the stereotyped usages of the stage. 

But in saying that Mr. Forrest and Mr. Boors, among others, would excel—and, in fact, do 
excel—rather as comedians than tragedians, (taking the high view of comedy,) let me not be 
understood as detracting from their merits. They are, beyond doubt, consummate artists. I 
should like to see them both at WaLLAck’s. They would do the leading characters in the old 
comedies to a charm; and as any good player with presentable legs and stout lungs can do 
tragedy well enough for all practicable purposes, they might be exchanged, say, for Mr. LesTER 
WALLACK and Mr. Marx Sars, who, unless they are unlike any comedians I have ever known, 
would prefer to do tragedy to anything else. . 

You may laugh at.me, Mr. Printer, for making this suggestion, but I assure you that I was 
never more serious in my life ; for, as I hinted at the start, whenever either Mr. Forrest or Mr. 
Boors undertakes to represent any phase of human life within their personal cognizance, they come 
about as near perfection as human weakness will permit. There are scenes in Mr. Boorn's 
Hamlet and Othello, and in Mr. Forrest's also, for that matter, as well as in the latter’s 
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Richelieu and Lear and Damon, which, in 
all the higher qualities of dramatic art, are 
exquisite beyond description ; and if my ob- 
servation is good for anything, it is in these 
scenes—all of them of a familiar and domes. 
tic character and coming, as cannot be too 


comedy—that they both are most successful 
in touching the hearts and quickening the 
pulse of the vast multitudes who go nightly 
to hear them. 

I hope, Mr. Printer, that these remarks 
will serve to increase, if possible, the 
audiences at Nrsxo’s and the Winter Garden, 
although it is difficult enough to get a good 
seat at either of them, (even at NIBLO’s on 
the Hackett or off-nights,) now. I have 
tried them all during the week, and have 
been set out in the cold several times. Ihad 
Laura KEENeE’s Theatre, however, pretty 
much to myself one night, although the per- 
formance, “Old Heads and Young Hearts,” 
was one of the best—in some respects the 
very best-of the season. BLAKE'S Jesse 
Rural, and Miss Keene's Lady Alice Haw- 
thorne, were characters to be remembered 
for a lifetime. Young Watcor’s Littleton 
Coke, Mr. WHEaATLEIGH’S Jom Coke, Mr. 
Martowe’s Zarl of Pompton, and Apa Curr. 
ToN’s Miss Rocket, were also good—the two 
former more than good. But altogether the 
best thing I have seen, as a whole, at Laura 
Keene's, is ‘‘Masks and Faces,” in which 
Miss Keene’s Peg Woffington and Mr. 
WuHEATLEIGH’S Triplet deserve to be re 
corded, not merely as successes, but as chef 
@euvres. There is nothing better—unless it 
be BLake’s Jesse Rural and Hackert’s Fal 
staff—now on the stage. In fact, the piece 
was finely acted throughout ; the most 
notable parts, after those mentioned, being 
Mr. Watcor’s Sir Chas. Pomander, (his bes 
part as yet,) Mr. Perers’s Jemmy Quin, Mr. 
Sropparr’s Snarl, and Mr. Martowe’s Colley 
Cibber. “The Rough Diamond” has also 
been acted at the same house, in order to 
bring out Mrs. Septey Brown, who played 
the part of Margery, and played it with so 
much effect as to establish her reputation 
at once as the best sowbrette-—- excepting, 
possibly, Miss Mary GAaNNoN—now on the 
New-York boards. The chief attractions for 
the next week will be Miss Krenz, Mr. 
Buake, Mr. WHEATLEIGH, and Mrs. Bkowx— 
all of whom have been cast in new pieces. 

Mr. WALLACK continues to box the com- 
pass of the old comedies, and with even more 
than his last year’s success. Among the 
best characters I have seen there this year 
are Mrs. Hory’s Constance, Miss GaNNov’s 
Widow Greene, and Mr. Mark Swmiru’s Sir 
William Fondlove in “The Love Chase;” 
Miss Henriques’s Miss Neville, Lester WAL 
LACK'S Young Marlow, and Mrs. VeRxon's 
Mrs. Hardcasile in ‘She Stoops to Conquer; 
Mr. Serron’s Mr. Silky, Mr. Fisuer’s (old- 
finch, and Mr. Gitperr’s Old Dornion aud Mr. 
Reynou’s Mr. Milford in “The Road w 
Ruin.” All these pieces have been hand- 
somely put on the stage, and acted as they 
could not have been at any other theatre 
either here or in London. 

Mr. GorrscHak’s series of concerts at 
Irving Hall have been all the fashion, and 
his new CHICKERING piano—made expressly 
for hin—is pronounced by competent judges 
to be at once the most sonorous and most 
melodious instrument of the kind which has 
yet been produced. It is rather flattering t 
our national pride that both Mr. GorTscHaLk 
and Mr. THatBERG, with the pianos of the 
world to choose from, and every motive to 





choose the best, have invariably preferred 
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(HICKERING’S toall others. Mr. GorrscHaxk has been ably scconded 
at his concerts by Mrs. JENNy KeMpToN, a charming young contralto 
singer from Boston. 

Finally, Mr. Printer, Manager Nrxon, elatedgby his successes here 
and in Brooklyu with Migs Parti, has taken her to Boston, where, 
without doubt, she will create afurore. The Programme (which, by 
the way, has just come out in new type, and is now one of the hand- 
somest of our city sheets, besides being the best in the way of theat- 
tical news) says that she now walks very like BRIGNOLI. 

During Mr. Nrxon’s absence, the Cremorne Gardens, with Senorita 
Cupas as the chief attraction, will remain in charge of his Provost 
Marshal, Mr. W. A. Moore. It is getting to be rather cold for garden 
business, but the beautiful CuBas would draw at an open-air show 
jn Iceland. I forget, though, that the Cremorne has a ‘Palace of 
Music ” connected with it, amd that the Cupas performances take 
place there. I ought not to forget it, for, during all the season, it 
has been my favorite resort. Popps. 


ce ——$$<—$—$_____- 
“IT IS OUR OPENING DAY.” 


A GRAY writet—wriies for the Daily Times in fact—lately in - 
formed the readers of that journal that ‘‘ Fashion is an exclusive as 
well as arbitrary goddess, and has a great dread of being mixed up 
with common people’”’—feeling the force of which bitter truth it is 
with proper reserve that we devote our pen to her in the following 
remarks. 

We must, in the first place, apologize to our fair readers for having 
thus long delayed our notice of that important anniversary known as 
Opening Day. This remissness we will account for by stating that 
our young man to whom we entrusted the pleasing task, got so in- 
toxicated—upon a lovely bonnet of mauve, quilted guipure—-that he 
is not yet out of danger, and we have been obliged, therefore, to ob- 
tain our information as best we could. 

Among colors, the novelty of the season is the tint called evir— 
pronounce it queer, dear reader, and you can’t be far wrong. It is 
described as being the “color of leather.” This is very satisfactory. 
We are aware of several colors in which leather charms: black 
leather and white, red leather and grey, blue, yellow, purple, and 
green leather; nay, our own boot-maker is provided with an ex- 
tremely provoking Dun, warranted fast. Well may leather-color, 
then, be registered by the modiste as queer. 

The “Cinderella Drab” is reported to have already appeared upon 
seeatway. Where are you, General BuTLER ?—where are the Po- 

ice? 

It is a very noticeable sign of the times that Cashmere shawls, 
Which had lain perdu for years and for want of purchasers, are again 
sought for with avidity. At Messrs. PopLin and Ros’s a dozen of 
these rich articles have been sold within the past week. The charm- 
lag, if somewhat embonpointish Mrs, SHODDICOMBE, (cara sposa of 
the eminent army contractor of that name,) paid fifteen hundred dol- 
lars for one, actual cash, #0 the above-named firm, on Friday last. 

We are told by an authority eminent in such things, that “ High 

lain bodies are much admired ;’” while the very same writer imme- 
diately afterwards declares his preference for “a low body ornament- 
*d with a scarf bertha.” This will, undoubtedly, be hailed with sat- 
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isfaction by some. Such “ high plain” bodies as the widely diffused 
MACSHANGHAI family, for instance, will be in raptures with the sn- 
nouncement. To us it appears rather inconsistent. 

The red gleam of war gives its tinge to the fashions. GARIBALDI 
shirts, for instance, have become a modish article for ladies’ wear; 
and we have heard it stated that McCLELLAN jack-boots, to match, 
will ere long find their way to the female understanding. We give 
the boots for what they are worth—that is about ten dollars a pair. 

Plushes, which, like blushes, had long. been at a discount, are 
coming into favor again. May they both bloom to fade no more! 
“ Like the rose to the parterre is the blush to the boudoir,” (Saan1, 
Persian Poet.) 

We are glad to know that the “square Raphael body” is going 
out. We saw one in Broadway lately, and wouldn’t have her come 
in on any account. Indeed we wouldn’t know what to do with the 
square Raphael body even if we won her in a square Raffle. 

In cloaks, as we learn, a favorite style is the ‘‘Cansail.”” We see 
a few of them, already, on the trottoir. They Can Sail—-rather. 

As might be expected in these war times, gore is conspicuous. 
We even hear of a fashionable article called the “‘ Gored Circular”— 
a name somewhat repulsive to us, as being remindful of one of Gen- 
eral PopE’s despatches. 

The able writer already referred to at the beginning of this article 
makes one assertion which, to us at least, is distressing. This is it: 


‘* More costly trimmings are used than are often employed upon American bon- 
nets, but there are less of them, and every one is made to tell.” 


Made to tell—are they? We should like to hear them tell. We 
don’t want them to tell. What! a bonnet that tells? No, Madame 
Modiste, not by a great deal; none of your tell-tale bonnets. Hear 
what.the poet says: 

“Where shall they dwell 
Who kiss and tell? 
Down, down ———” 

There is another rhyme, which indicates a locality the reverse of 
celestial as the lodging in preparation for such delinquents. So none 
of your bonnets that ¢e//, Madame Modiste ! 

i 
THE LONDON PEACE SOCIETY. 
Wuat's this we hear? Why, this is grand! 
Why, this will give the war variety ! 
Behold the kind, extended hand 
Of BuLLy JoHNNY’s Peace Society ! 
‘*Put up your wicked swords !” it cries, 
Or rather sends us word in writing ; 
‘“* Cease, friends! to bung each other's eyes, 
Oh! cease your folly and your fighting!” 


O BuLty JOHNNY very dear! 
We thank you for the plan endearing, 
But did you never chance to hear 
What comes of too much interfering ? 
Know, then, when married folks are flouting, 
He shows no great amount of brains, 
Who thrusts his philanthropic snout in, 
And gets it twisted for his paius! 


to 
Ah! 


A WESTERN paper says that the army “does not always like that 
man best who will make the best officer;” but prefers “the affable, 
smooth-tongued, ready-smiling personage, who suits his whole course 
to pleasing everybody with whom he comes in contact.” This ex- 
plains the tactics of those generals who, when “in contact” with the 
enemy, for instance, are so very “ pleasing” as té run away from him 
PoPE must be a very popular officer. 
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Philosophical Result. 
“As diamond polishes diamond,” says a German writer, “‘so man is formed by 
man.” 
Truly. And we may add, as diamond cuts diamond, so man is 


fleeced by man. 
es eS 


Saline. 


Mr. BrigHam Youna, in a recent address to the “ saints” of his 
persuasion, declared that ‘‘Salt Lake can produce everything that is 
requisite in a household.” This fact, by analogy, should be very com- 
forting to the hungry politicians that will presently be “ rowed up 
Salt River.” 
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A Checkered Career. 
Some sparkling penny-a-liner once said of 
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WHICH IT. DOES. 


EpwIn Boorz, that he “inherited the mantleg 
of his father, of Epwunp Kean, and of 
GEORGE FREDERICK COOKE, combined.” 

We are glad to hear such good accounts 
of Mr. Epwin Boors, notwithstanding the 
calamitous arrangement of wardrobe attri. 
buted to him. One cannot help shuddering 
at the possible Check upon Mr. Epwy 
Bootu’s career suggested by the triple com. 
bination referred to. 
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Another Spell. 


Base line, in mathematical phraseology, 
is termed Hypothenuse—a word which might 
better be spelt hypo-the-news, now, consider. 
ing how often the telegrams and war-letters 
refer to somebody or another’s base line, and 
| the variations to which it is subject. 





2 ri - 
A Newspaper Pellet. 


‘“‘Tr1s bullet, sir,” said Orson, as he 
crushed a leaden messenger down the right 
barrel of his London-made gun, and scowled 
upon VALENTINE, “ this bullet reminds me of 
the Man of the World—the sole proprietor, 
_ |mind you; it’s a MANTON Marble.” 
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Nil Desperandum. 


WE pomt those who think the war will 
never be finished, proudly to the fact that the 
|New American Encyclopzdia will be com- 
| pleted by the publication of only one volume 
jmore. It is intimated that this precipitancy 

has been caused by the intention of the sub- 





Well-informed Young Man, (patronizingly.)—“ ARE YOU AWARE, MY GOOD FELLOW, THAT a|scribers to hold a National Convention for 


BLOW FROM THE PINION OF ONE OF THESE BIRDS IS SUFFICIENTLY POWERFUL TO BREAK A MAN’S LEG ?” | 
Park-Keeper, (sarcastically.)—‘' WuIcH IT DEPENDS ON THE SIZE OF A MAN’S LEG.” 





Artful, if not Artistic. 


WE hear a great deal about one L. Napotron’s Mexican designs, 
which seem to be on a large scale, as they are very extensively can- 
vassed. One critic says that the background of these designs is ra- 
ther misty. (N. B.—This is the same critic who characterized Mr. 
LINcOLN’s Chiriqui designs as rather “‘ woolly.”) Another thinks that 
there is a good deal of atmosphere in them; by which, perhaps, he 
means wind, in which case we agree with him. It is generally sup- 
posed that the 80,000 figures crowded into L. Napo.eon’s foregrounds 
are taken from life. We don’t know about that: though it is quite 
probable that they will be taken from life if they should ever come 
to be exhibited to the Mexicans. 
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JOLLY TIMES IN JEFFLAND. 


JuDGING from the Price Current of the Richmond Whig of Sept. 26th, 
the epicures and gourmands of that luxurious capital are having high 
times in the way of high living. As for the “ poor white trash,” 
they must necessarily feed on air, like the chameleon, since it is impos- 
sible they should raise the wind to buy provisions at the rates quoted. 
Sugar is 65c. per pound, but as the uses of adversity are sweet and 
quite a drug in Secessia, the tinless traitors probably dulcify their tea 
with them. Tea, did we say—ah! here it is—from $6 to $8 a 
pound ,” a tea-total so exorbitant as to compel total-abstinence from 
the herb ‘that cheers but not inebriates,” among the “ common 
people.” “ Coffee steady ; holders asking $1.75.” Of course no poor 
man can afford to hold coffee at that price. “Extra flour, $16.” 
Under such a state of the market, impoverished seceders, however 
much opposed to the late Ossowatamie, must be content with Brown 
loaves, and will never think of singing, ‘Tell me where is fancy 
bi ”» 


“ Bacon—hog all round,” is quoted at 60 cents, but at that figure 
it is incredible that there should be hog all around in poor families. 
“Butter 70c.” At that rate it can only be enjoyed by the creme de 
la creme, Apples from $5 to $10 per bbl., according to quality, ergo 





Mutual Relief; but of this we know nothing 
leestalaly. 


the “quality” alone can buy them. “Lard 40c.” Put that in your 
pipe, Porkopolis. No wonder Kirry Smira marched in a sou'wester- 
ly direction in the hope of taking Cincinnati. ‘Country soap 45a 
50c.” What a bar to cleanliness in the pauper ranks of rebeldom! 
“Candles 75c. ; for tallow, opal candles are held high.” It is a great 
mercy that opal candles—whatever they may be—are held high, 
otherwise the ruff-scuff who couldn’t afford the commonest dip, would 
be liable to run into Shockhoe Creek on moonless nights. ‘ Cotton,” 
says the Whig, ‘may be quoted at a wide range,” from which it ap- 
pears that previous to bolting the Confederates are determined to 
burn up their great staple. Every article of consumption is becom- 
ing so scarce in the Southern market, that ere long it will be impos- 
sible to procure any kind of food—even “‘ food for powder.” 


——__gr— 
Washing and Ironing. 


WE hear, frequently, that General So-and-So, of the Federal army, 
has been “scouring the country.” If by this is meant the Confeder- 
ate country, we hope our Generals will pay some attention to scour: 
ing the inhabitants as well as the land. They are known to be sad- 
ly in need of the most powerful abstergents. Wash ’em first, and 
iron ’em afterwards, 
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OUR BOOK REVIEW. 


Thirteen Months in the Rebel Army. New-York: Banyes & Bugs, 
51 and 53 John street. 


This is a narrative of personal adventures by ‘“‘An Impressed New- 
Yorker.” It bears the stamp of authenticity, and makes us feel 
rather jocund than otherwise that we did not personally put in our 
thirteen months’ service in the “ Rag and Famish” concern of wh 
it treats, 

N.B.—The works referred to in our book notices are always to be 
found at the Mercantile Library, Astor Place. 
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